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household takes care to gather sufficient firewood to form a
rampart against the wind at night, and as a reserve from
which to draw for the camp-fire and the coffee-hearth.
They are busy for several days bringing in the hamdh and
sidr bushes, which have a sweet smell, unlike the arfaj, which
is acrid. In the spring the hamdh scent is strong, and a
desert in which it is growing is sweet-smelling. Xenophon
says in the Anabasis how he remarked the sweet smell of
desert bushes as the army descended the Euphrates, and
Yacout quotes from a thirteenth-century Arab poem "after
rain the earth smells of sandalwood, musk, and amber."

The air in the desert in spring-time is unbelievably
stimulating. Lady Anne Blunt, travelling to Hail, in
Northern Nejd, noticed it and first compared its effect with
that of champagne. Instead of a yearning for the greener
lands of Europe which might be expected to overcome the
traveller, he is filled with a strange elation, and as the deserts
beckon him on he forgets all that he has left behind him in
favour of this new addiction. It is with pride in his isolation,
not longing for them, that he remembers the nearest Euro-
peans are some five hundred miles away. As his falconers
loose their hawks into the sky after a distant bustard, so his
thoughts go soaring in philosophical flights by which he
resolves the perfection of life in the desert. His only fear
is that he will be forced to return to the crowded Western
world. He sees that world now in its true light. He thinks
with unsocial horror of its squalid propinquities, and re-
members that when there he used to be too hurried to
reflect and too busy to hope. He pictures the close-set
houses and streets of Western cities, the chain shops, the
chain restaurants, the strings of trains. He recalk blocks
of flats in which, it now seems to him, the inhabitants live
less like human beings than insects, preserved in a hospital
for experiments, admirably heated, their regularized food
vitaminously correct, even their droppings carried away
by machinery.

On the cerulean backcloth of the Arabian plain these
pictures come to mind, in a Disney-like fantasy but in most